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ZOLA AT THE MILVDEWERIES. 


« Although right royally received by English journalists generally upon his arrival in the metropolis, the absence from London of Poor Pa touched Zola 
deeply. Of curse Dud was then on his seaside tour, a fact which the great novelist had evidently overlooked ; but Papa was not long in making amends. 
Failing in an attempt to borrow Buckingham Palace, Poor Pa had to fall back upon the Mildeweries in which to entertain his guest. To see the two 
great littcrateurs hobnobbing toyether wus a rare siyht, and I believe that Zola presented Dad with a brace button in token of his regard.’—Tuorsis. 


WHEN YOU FEEL LIKE INSURING YOUR LIFE. TWO FIENDS. 


— ps 


In France, in 1861 (see Nos. 301 and 302 of the “ HALF- 
HovuIpAY”), a series of horrible murders were brought to 
light. About thirty years later, the perpetrators of a similar 
series of horrors were condemned to death, Schneider, the 
nips inonsier, must have taken the first, Dumollard, for 
a model. 

For four long days the Criminal Tribunal at Vienna was 
occupied in listening to the revolting details connected with 
the murders of three servant girls out of employment by 
Schneider and Roszalie, his wife, two of which, 2 newspaper 
of the period says, were “absolutely too horrible to be des- 
cribed even in outline.’ The third case was that of a girl 
ealled Marie Hottwanger, who was enticed to her doom by 
lying promises to obtain her a comfortable situation as 
housemaid. In this, Rosalie had been an active agent. She 
went toa registry oflice for servants, Where she appears to 
have been very particular in’ picking and choosing the 
victim, rejecting one girl because she could not make jam, 
und another because she looked too poverty-stricken. 

Marie, however, was chosen, tnd was induced to return 
to her lodgings, pack up her clothes, and set out for the 
suburb, New Langbach, where her new mistress was sup. 
posed to live. fe appeared in evidence that the girls 
sweetheart was actually sitting in a small café with 


When it crosses your mind that your young wife When you have accepted Jones's invitation to dinner, When, in a moment of culpable weakness, you have A . : nee - : ve 

1s premise to surprise you wih speaking made and on his dourstep po he recollect that heonly pays couseutesl to act ws umpire at an association’ fuutbull Schneider w hen they were joined by the wretch’s wife, 
ali by herself } ten shillings a dozen fur lis sherry 11 match 111 why, saying, “Come, there elie is,” led hiu into the street, 

ran) 

‘'s 

e 
2 . — _ v—_ a _— — — ’ - 
tS La Re SL eee ec Spatibu la sciast aed URC: tame Te DEY ei a COE ial TS 


322 


where Marie Hottwanger was waiting. and the young man saw 
Marie and the two Schneiders walk off in the direction of the 
roll way stetion, : 

That evening she was foully murdered ina wood, and next day 
Rosalie had the assurance to go to the girl's lodgings and claim 
the girl's clothes and other citects, which, on the strength of a 
letter purporting to be written by Marie, but afterwards shown to 
bea forgery, were given up to her. The wife protested that she 
had only been a blind tool and agent of her husband, but he 
asserted that she had assisted in the murders, and had held the 
victin’s hands and passed him a bottle of chloroform to render 
them insensible. 

This statement led to an extraordinary scene of recrimination 
ancalterention between the monstrous couple. The woman burst 
into shrieks of laughter, and Schueider was, with difticulty, pre- 
vented from thying at his wife by the gendarmes, Two medical 
experts, however, expressed their firm convietion that) both 
prisoners bad been concerned in the actual task of dispatching the 
Vietima and stripping their bodies, 

The disgusting rufian, Schneider, was a powerfully built man, of 
five feet seven inches, with broad shoulders and well-developed 
chest and arms, dle had high eheek bones, hollow cheeks, and a 
sindy beard and moustache, whieh cave hina singularly ferocious 
aspect; but he was deadly pale when he entered the court, and 
walked with a tottering atep. The fermale prisoner was a wretched. 
looking, stunted wormr#:n, cely nore than foor fect high, and 
very haggard and careworn ; but she was much the braver of the 
two, and steod up firmly for her examination, whilst the craven 
miscreant, her husband, writhed on his seat in dastardly terror, 
wiping the perepiration from his brow, until at last, bursting into 
tears, he blubbered loudly, 

When suspicions were first aroused, Schneider had disappeared, 
and it transpired that, for an entire furinight, the monster had lain 
concealed in the house of the Baroness Falke, where Rosalie was 
employed, sharing his wife's bed at night, and hiding under it 
during the day. Sentence of death was passed on both, the judye 
intimating that the woman would be hanged first. Schneider 
received his sentence with more composure than was expected, but 
the woman, who had fought fiercely for her life through the tri:l, 
seemed perfectly stunned, 

The court was crammed almost to suffocation by a well-dressed 
mob, the female part of which loudly hissed the female prisoner, 
and whilst the jury retired to consider their verdiet, had an 
ig on lunch. But they were all real ladies, admitted by ticket 
only, 

e * * * * * 
LAITEST FROM THE STOSIEs, 

billium av a inventif inind, 

esa Lye remane, 

iff we oor ontt unkle boffink too a loneli and inn battey park 
laiks, an keep ima prissner till e fork outt iss ransom, 

thee deed shal bee dunn. * 

(Newt week “ Ranting Zac.” ) 
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ae arrears wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough tocontain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose louse stamps. 


Thanks: but we hare plenty, Ivssin; We are very erldom 
short, Ves; of that’s the case, A Reaves. Mest deeia edly you 
ought, We can understand it, BARNEY; What atime if must 
hace been, Much vhliged for tneite, Spotry, Lut the Ancient 
tant keen, Dersceere by all means, NoVACK, Al your work is very 
good, Better worry up the agent: [88 the only way, ¥. Woon, 
Quite distinct affairs, A MUMMER, Sorry, MAG. awe haven't 
space, Any lawyer WS. Sinton, Would, we think, take up the 
ras, Youre another, ARCHULE MAITLAND, No, are cannot tell, 
Poa, Serry, Bigas, we can't adcese you, Lf you do not know the 
way. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 

“HuniLo! SLoren,” exclaimed McGooseley, the other evening, 
asthe Ancient entered the familiar portals of the Blue Pig ; “thought 
you'd sworn oft the beoze, old man ; haven't seen youat all lately.” 
“Humph!” grunted the Old Man; “then you must have been 
even more than usually ‘blind,’ Mac.” And once again is a life- 
long friendship shattered. + 


Overheard in Fleet Strect, 
First Man (mecting friend), Glad to imect you. 
started a new paper. Ts it much of ago, eh? 
Second Man (mournfully), Much ofa go, my boy ; 1 should think 
it was. Why, it’s jolly well gone altogether, 
, ad 
= 
To drink like a fish, as a practice, must throw 
On a fellow's existence a curse ¢ 
Sut to drink like a fisherman, some people huow, 
Js almost a dozen times worse. 
s 
* 


I hear you've 


“BRETHREN,” said the preacher, standing up in the pulpit and 
addressing the congregation, 2s the box was about to be handed 
round, “ the collection this morning being in aid of the unreclaimed 
heathens in islands where the banana leaf is considered full dress, 
your usual generous contribution of buttons will be entirely thrown 


away.” *\° 


Little Ethel (who has just been presented by her Auntie witha 
Fersian kitten aaa birthday present), Oh, isn't he perfectly lovely ! 
Lut, please, may I run out and get him something he Nt like? 
Mamma, What do you want to go out fur, Ethel? Goand fetch 
hima saucer of milk. 

Ethel. Oh! Does he drink milk? [thought I'd go to the sweet 
shop and buy him some Persian shecbet. 
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FASHION FANCIES—By Miss Stlorer. 


No. 44.—The “Cub-Hunting * Costunie. 
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She, If you press me very much I may 
be disposal to marry you. 


A modern young Indy in scarch of oa r 
He. Will squeezing do as well? 


trimmings tor her Lat. 


Nephew (to rustic Unele). We don't eat food with the knife in London, uncle, 
Uncle, We don't eat food with forks in the country, so that’s quits. 


THIS 


DESIRABLE 
MANSION 
TO BE SOLD 
ADRY BASEMENT 
WELL ORAINED 
EXTENSIVE PLEASURE CHaOagy) 


Cite Sere ~€ 
My a 
Doctor, Look here, Wiblini, aeons “ Soi 
ou're on incorrigible thief, 1 te~ 
jeve there's nothing you wouldn't 
take. FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS. 
William, Yes, there is— coud 
liver oil, No, 11. —Water house. 


au 


(Saturday, October 14, 1832, 


Overheard in the Smokeroom of the - Clwd. Colonel Zona) 
Scribbler (pnll has been relaving an ancedote, ele 
reotier 5 iy zi 
pa of that. piling out pocket book), By Jove! 1 must 1 
Sim ple (sotto voce), But it canno saibly ; 
ioe That ont inatter. eee ue ire: 
tter, 


i old mon 
At will do for ‘my Crna 
*,° i 
Mamma, Where have you becn, Clara? 
Clara, I've been with Mr. de Bulli "He's been teach 
phy billianie. le Bullion. He's been teachin:: }: 
Mamma, Why, I thought you could play so well! Dicir'y y 
win a cup or something-— ees 
_Clora, Sbush! This is the third time I've learne! bills: 
Tin going iu fora ring this time. eee 
LP! 
THE narrow poths that lead to Fame 
Are difficult and risky ; 
And thirst for it is often quenched 
By Scotch or Irish whisky, 


First Artist, Do you know, I never did think anything of pj. 
Biliran: ancy yore deserve to be hung. g ; 
Second Artiet. J agree with you, my boy; and, that's just wily 
they ditfer from their painter.» » We Sia alta 
a 


You can never be sure that the mau who dogs your foot:tey, 
may not be an assassin, oe 
s 


Fly-bird, Miss Oofsack is a lovely girl, isn’t she? I love 
dwell upon her charms, . 

Npiteful Pal, Humph! guess you'd rather dwell upon her ci! 
old man, ae a 

s 

First Cubby. You know Jem—Cockeyed Jem—wot drives tlc 
Hansom in our yard? ae 

Second Cabby. Yes; wot of ‘im? 

First Cabby. Luckiest beggar out, ‘e is! Three times ina fort. 
night the crowner’s jury ‘ave brought it in haccidentyl death for 
’im ; while the wery first one you or me runs over itll be mai. 
slaughter, see if it ain't. se 

* 


Sunday School Teacher, Xow, Tommy Traddles, tell me wi. 
went into the Ark with Noah. 
Jommy Tradidles, Shem, Ham, Japhet and Joan, 
Sunday School Teacher, doan? Who was she? 
Zommy Traddles, Why, Joan of Ark, of course, 
[Aad the new Curate was present, to, 
s¢ 


First Brute, Wow's your mother-in-law, Gone yet? 
Second Brute. No; but we expect her to die every day, 
iret Jirute, You needu’t worry yourself over that, old man. 
She can only die once. ee 
s 


Client, And if he comes on my ground I can kick him off, can | 
not? 
Laryer, Is there any boundary line between your two estates ! 
Client, There are traces of one, 
Lai ycr, Well, take care you don't kick over the traces, that’s «11! 
Ln 


s 
WE hear of books called novels ; but, 
Alas, how very few 
Possess a plot that has the least 
Pretence of being new. 
ss 
Customer, That wine I had at dinner was not from your cellar, 
wits it? 
Manager of Restaurant (thinking it wiser to prevaricate), No. 
sir, it was not. Didn't you like it? 
Customer, Oh, yes, very much; it was remarkably good, that wa 
why J asked, aes 
* 


Visitor (to Mother-in-law), Oh, my! what a little dear! Ts: t 
he like his father? 

Motier-in-law (with concentrated vinegar), Well, 2s be Coot 
swear, drink, smoke, nor stay out Jate at night, bam happy tu =:5 
that he is uot like his father.» 

s 


Young Sharpshins, Why, if a man cannot be found, is he ex!led 
non est ? 

Old Sharpshins, 1 presume, my son, because it is so diflicult tu 
find an horest man, Pa 

* 

Country Person, Oh! Giles, I'm sorry to see this, Drunk, «< 
usual, 

Giles. No, y‘honour ; not drunk’sh usual, Usual drunk’sh beer 
drunk ; but thish drunk’sh whiskyey drunk—evershomuch better 

ic ! 


—hic se 
s 


Smith. There goes Robinson! By the by, he’s taken to collect- 
ing coin. Do you colleet gr ‘ ’ 
rown, Yes: my debts. Could you oblige me with that half- 
quid you had over a month ago ! a 


s 
Dudelet. Well, yes, I—er—must admit that—er—I am wather 
pwoud of my—er—small feet and hands, don’tcherknow. 
Miss Sharplet, And not of your small brain, Mr, Dudelet? 


He (reading newapaper). 1 see it costs two hundred and fifty 
pounds to fire a shell from the hundred and ten ton gun. 

She. Dear me! Where do they practise then ?2—on the black m1 
in Africa? 

He. My gracious, no! What made you think that? 

She, Oh, 1 don't know. Only it seemed such a pity to wast 0 
much money. “9 


THE greatest discovery now, we believe, 
Which widespread amaze would evoke 
In every quarter, would certainly be 
A new and original joke. 
s * 


‘Twas in the Fleet Street “Dive.” "Twas likewise a famous bis- 
torian, “Iwas moreover SLOPER. The two latter were hobaneb- 
bing inthe former. “Tell me,” said the learned chronicler, "6 his 1 
race do you most admire—the Picts, the Scots, the Goths, o¢ Ur 
Huns?” “Thanks, deboy, thanks,” quoth ALLY, dreamily, "1" 
seems I prefer the ‘Huns—weetened’!” And once more 
indulged in his favourite tipple; and once more he esca} di 
turn. *,* 

Overheard in Covent Garden, | , 

The Man. We had better tnke mamma some fruit, hadu't vv - 
What shall we take her—some grapes? 

The Little Girt, Oh, no, take her some bananas, 

The Man. Does she like bananas ? : al 

The Little Girl, No, she doesn’t like them a bit, and so she! 
give them all to me, 


Ewerv Monday. Ome Halifpenny- 


LARKS. 


Ready Shortly. Sixteen Pages. One Penny. 


“CHRISTMAS LARKS.” 


Saturday, October 14, 1893.] 
TOOTSIE AT THE “PAV.” 


_~— 


Tr other day, In an odd number of 9 long-ngo-defunct journal, 
I came across some * Recollections of Professional, by an old 
Stager, Singer, 
and sous 
writer;"” who, 
writing of tifty 
years zo, SAYS, 
“A great sensi. 
tion, lending to 
& mest niateril 
change in’ the 
concert + rooms 
(the — forerun- 
ners of the 
modern musice 
halls) was 
caused by the 
appearance of a 
publication 
called Paul 
Pry. The dirty, 
menn, sponging 
habits of many 
of the singers 
had then) pro- 
ceeded to such 
a length that 
almosta univers 
sal cry of exes 


cration was 
miised aginst 
them; and to 


be — designated 
a singer at the 
concert - rooms 
was equivalent 
called a creature that would do anything short of actual 
ter te obtain money from those associnted with him, At the 
of which [ write,a greater set of scamps did not exist. A 
ated tailor, 2 furnished lodging - robbing hatter, or an 
vent, hever-intending-to-pay printer, if he had a voice 
no room or an engagement at a room as a professional 
hing Out nearly all night, drinking and eating, at the ex- 
pense of afl who would pay, he was usually in bed the greater 
yar of the day. I have little doubt but that several who read 
this will remember the danger of taking a top-coat or an umbrelly 
iite a concert-room: and if Coote, Furzman, Harris, or even old 
Vacloehose, they could tell how unsafe the remnant of 2 cold joint 
or even ® quantity of raw potatoes were, if left in a cupboard 
haar where the singers had to pass, Poor Harris once found 
is a comic singer's bag, twelve pounds of uncooked potatoes, 
several rashers of 
smball the week's stock of tea 
ay Cutmore discovered the 
tenor carrying off a leg of 
ned three er four pounds of 
Tom Prest, a soay-writer, 
editor of Daal Pri, aud 
hi kiovdedee of the private habits 
an beach history of the professionals 
waited him to depict their foibles 
iyomest forcible manner, though, 
tionably, some of the attacks 
re fearfully: severe, being as coarse 
ia their@personalities as the persons 
nodnet whom they were direeted— 
ed Tom Martin, rig Pearce, 
ish Simmons, ete. ete.” 
: +h goles on nowadays, 
when the ‘Talent wines and goes in 
is brougiam, whew Ted Swan 
rales in’ front in: epotless 
dress, and hedies in low 
the private boxes, But, 
there is a) very large 


Cissic Loftus. 


1) SISNET OR, 


Ntrow, 
Serity of worthy people in London 


Teleewhere who think the “'alls” 


Yeu 
Ve 


; justas low now as ever they 
were, and would) not be a bit sur- 
posto heer that the raw-"tater 
thief and the leg-of-pork pirate were 
fe-nicht upon the job. But just 
ht them patronise one of the crack 
halls for ouce in a way—say, for 
canes, the London Pavilion; if 
ydoen't alter their tune toa con. 
soterible extent before they have run 
through the programme, my name is not Tootsie Sloper. 

It wasan excellent programme the night we were at the Pav. 1 
lover aw Jenay Lill in better form, aud she was rapturously 
received, Jenny is as good as ever, and is a wonderful actress, 
Acbert Chevalier, Lom right glad to find, is about again. and sing- 
ines most delightfully his * Coster’s Lullaby"; a charming imper- 
nition is this, and set to very pretty music. Albert is again a 
av beta father now. “The champion of the ight-weights” in 

wile is *allonr very own,” for he is sufliciently inseltish to 

. Coster seme little credit in the business, Also did Albert 
with the “Old Duteh.”) This truly pathetic song, you.anust 
con, niakes a lot of people cry, and smong them a white-shirted 
sacl witha heavy moustache, who sat next to me, who seemed a 

little ashamed of his show 

of emotion, but there was 
no cause for that, Ee was 

an ofticer, 1 guessed, and, L 

have no doubt, was as 

brave asalion when in face 
of danger. Somehow I hate 
people who don't cry at the 
play. I took poor pa once 
to a pantomime in which he 
was impersonated; he sat 
on the tloor at the back of 
the box and cried all nizht. 

Many people who don't 
go to music-hills have seen 

Dan Leno at the theatre ; 

but. somehow, at the theatre 

Dan doesn't get his chance, 

With the stage to himself, 

he is simply immense, pos- 

sessing comic powers that 
appear to be limitless. Who 
comes next? Fannie Leslie. 
- How ean I, ina few words, 
describe ber music - hall 
merits?) You have at] seen 
her at a theatre, but ata 
music-hall/ Well, if not, 
you know simply nothing 
of what she can do, Then 
there is Tom Leemore the 
witty, and Nellie Navelte 
the winsome, 
But 1] tind I have got so 
many to deal with in the 
most exeellent Dill put forth by the Pav. management, leaving 
cous halt a hundred unnoticed, I find T have not mentioned 
file Tich, And J cannot. With the very best intentions in 
the world, J have not room for him. 


Tan Leamore, 


Nellie Navette. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


DRAMA UP TO DATE. 


THERE'S some enterprise about Henry Arthur Jones. Whether 
his latest play be a financial fizzle or not, A, SLOPER doffs his 
beaver admirinzly to the dramatist who makes the—er—well, the 
wicked old gentienan with the tail and the pitchfork speak in 
blank verse. 

Such modernising of an old accepted theme opens up a train of 
thought. The possibilities of Shakespeare's plays, for instance, 
with a fewof the methods of 1893 dropped into them, Let us start 
with Romeo and Juliet, 

Of course, there's a bit of a run on “the realistic” just now. A 
natural consequence upou M, Zola’s visit. There is no branch of 
the arts in which “realistic” innovations canbe innovated with 
greater success than in acting. Aud there's great scope in 
“ Romeo.” 

In the baleony secne, to start with, you do away with that heavy 
old mullioned wall and substitute « wooden fence, coated with 
Somebody's Enamel. This, lined on the programmes, gives your 
advertising fricud 2 chance—a not inconsiderable matter. There's 
the additional excitement, too, for your audience, in hearing 
Romeo swear, as he feels along the fence for a knothole in the 
boards big enough to serve as 2 good toe-hold, A touch of nature 
is brought in also by introducing « clothes-line stretched from a 
“fixed prop” to a tree, tilled with Juliet’s striped stockings and 
things. Another etivctive innovation, and sure to fetch ‘em, 
because it has become so familiar of late, would be to introduce 4 
biggish hole dug in the garden, with two or three plumbers, a 
truck with “1.0.0.” on it and a few brown palteciaxed pipes, the 
Capulet drains being put in order after being coudemued by the 
sanitary inspector—sce? 

Then the eats. Who ever knew a back-garden without cats? 
Why, it wouldn't be lifelike! This could be managed by a stage. 
carpenter walking behind the enamelled fence and sticking up an 
india-rubber cat into the scenery at judicious intervals, Your 
gallery would simply shriek with delight! Besides, look what a 
chance it is forthe actor who is perpetrating Romeo! If he 
forgets his lines, as, under the circumstances he is very likely to, 
he can bring down the house by slamming 9 chunk of the plumber's 
concrete at the eat ; on that failing. squaring up to the cat, Queens- 
bery style. and fetching it a bitY between the eves, just as Juliet, 
who hasn't been able to get to sleep for the caterwauling, appears 
on the balcony with the hand-jug. 

This ix amere hint to playwrights and is not copyrighted. The 
thousands of opportunities for livening up the dreary dramas of the 
Swan of Avon will present themselves readily to the fruitful mind, 
Only think of the chances—with all the pills and liver-lifters at 
present on the market—atforded when Romeo goes to the apothecary 
for a pick-me-up! Stupendous! Why, there must be millions 
in it! 


—_——-—_——_. 


A STARTLING INNOVATION. 


HAVE vou noticed a little bird-shop 
In Wotchermacallit Square? 
If not, may say it’s the third shop 
From St. Somebody's Church. And there 
The old vendor of birds was sitting, 
And a look that was sombre and sad 
Kept over his countenance flitting, 
Kor trade had been thundering bad— 
When a chap came into his dwelling, 
Aud uttered a hideous sereech : 
“There's a fellow outside what's selling 
Of larks at a ha’penny each!” 


The dealer in birds rose sadly, 
And moaned ina tone of woe, 
© Oh. well may my shop do badly 
If the business has sunk so low!” 
Then he rushed from the bird-store, yelling, 
“Tf Leet him within my reach, 
1 will slaughter the kuave who's selling 
Of larks at a ha'penny each !” 


Tut he found that his rage was groundless ; 
And anon in his bird-shop he 

Sat reading, and laughed with boundless 
Delight and unbounded glee. 

And he muttered, “ This ray's dispelling 
The grief that my face did bleach ; 

Tleaven bless the old boy what's selling 
Of Larks ! at a ha’penny each !” 


os 


JUDICIAL CRUELTY. 


Tu other afternoon a certain portly and middle-aged barrister 
eat in his little front chamber, overlooking Pump Court, picking 
his teeth, the while he negligently perused “Biles on Bills.” Pre- 
sently there came a single knock at the outer oak, and the seedy 
clerk announced, “ An elderly man, who says you wouldn't know 
his name if he gave it, sir.” “Show him in, Souftleigh,” said the 
good-natured stull-gownsman ; and in he came. 

He was tall, gaunt, and about fifty. Pulling an old hat from his 
head, he advanced cautiously into the room, and said : 

“Tope you're not very busy, Mr. 2——, but I've been waitin’ for 
yer tips the Cock for three-quarters of an ‘our, while ye had yer 

unch.’ 

“What can I do for you, my friend?” 

“Well, I—cr—hardly know how to put it to yer—ye see, I want 
to ask about four or five six-and-eightpenny questions of yer, and 
yet I’ve only got one six-and-eightpence to spare.” 

“Well, well—Ict’s talk about that afterwards, What is it you 
want to know?” 

“ Jus’ this. sir. What constitutes ‘cruelty in the Divorce Court? * 

“Oh, that’s a very big question. I hardly know how to—” 

“Well, sir, Fl put it this way. If you was married to a lazy 
wife, who only stayed at home long enough to eat what the old man 
brought in, and you, consequently, wasn't in the greatest 'urry in 
the world to leave the Cat and Curlin’ Irons of a night to go ‘ome 
—would that constitute ‘cruelty '2” 

“Certainly not.” 

“If there was reels and reels of worsted and cotton in the house, 
and great big holes in the heels of the old man'’s—yours, say —eocka, 
and the first time she asked ten or twelve of the neighbours in to 
five-o'-clock tea, you was to walk into the room in yer holey socks 
—would that constitute ‘cruelty ’?” 

“Not unless you stepped on in tack.” 

“Ifthe front widows were the only ones you could see through 
without using a knife asa scraper, and you refused to pawa yer 
watch to get the money to buy her—yowr wife, that is—a Russell 
and Eton jacket to wear in the Park on Sunday afternoons, would 
that constitute ‘cruelty ’?” 

“Not unless vou got two pounds more than the watch cost, and 
gave thirty shillings less than the jacket was worth.” 

“Jus’so, And spose there was an old biscuit-tin chock full of 
assorted buttons, and none on your shirts and bags, and you abso- 
litely refused tit to get tick for a new pianner, would ¢hat consti- 
tute Seruelty 2" 

“Not unless you practised on it for the purpose of becoming a 
Paderewski. and thus rising beyond your wife's social level.” 

“Ah! and suppose she—suppesin’ this missis o’ yours—got up in 
the night and took the lyst cighteenpence you had in your trousers 
to buy a bottle o’ port from the grocer’s in case her brother-in-law 
ealled, and I refused to go to work till she put it back, does that 
constitute Seruelty 72” 

“Not halfas much as cighteenpenny port.” 

“Indeed. Well, auyway, [T ain't done no cruelty up to now. 
Here's the six-and-cighi pence, sir.” 

“No, no, }dom't want that. Leave it over the bar at the Cat 
and Curling Irons on your way home, or, maybe, your missis will 
be laying in some more port.” 


rq 


tell me!” 
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A CATASTROPHE AND—AN_ ESCAPE. 


——— 


It was a curious place for love-making, in the quarries there by 
the sea, where, dem ie the scream of the reamew, the moan of the 
tide and the clang of the 
shingle, tossed up by the 
changing waves, one could 
hear the chatter of the 
picks in the limestone, 
nnd could watch the bend. 
ing forms of the silent, 
sullen conviets, 

Aud yet it was this spot 
that Lord) Glasnairn  se- 
lected for the scene of his 
love declaration, 

He was madly gone on 
Patty Pertlips, the serio. 
comic, the pet of all the 
halls, the darling of “the 
boys,” and tlinzing to the 
winds all considerations of 
rank and so forth, had 
pressed his suit with the 
Impetuosity of one-and- 
twenty, 

He had followed Patty 
down to | Shingleford, 
where she was recupera- 
ting, and together they 
hack set out on a visit to 
the quarries to see the 
“poor devils of convicts” 
at work. 

What oa 
lives of the — toiling 
wretches, whose labour 
was no honour and brought no reward, who looked on neither the 
past nor the future with pleasure or hope, and the gay buttertly 
existences of the young lordling aud the dainty girl at his side, 
Somehow Patty seemed rather to enjoy the contemplation of that 
contrast, Which made Glasnairn, who was a tender-hearted boy, 
shudder, 

_ Certainly, he had never seen her in a better temper fora long 
time past. One would have thought an unkind word could never 
its passed those cherry lips, and her eyes sparkled with fun and 
rolic, 

Perhaps it was that very contemplation which put her in so 
excellent a mood, for certainly she was uncommonly agrecable. 
She let Glasnairn take her hand and kiss it. When he expressed a 
yearning to lay at the feet that had bewildered the habitues of the 

lls the coronet his ancestor had won on Bosworth Field, she 
graciously assented, miradile dictu ; when he stole his arm round 
her waist, she only 
gave hima playful tap 
on the cheek. and call 
ed him, hiughingly, “A 
silly, sentimental boy.” 

He dreamed himself 
in Paradise, clasping 
a peri, 

But how close was 
Paradise to Avernus ! 
There was acman, or 
rmither a number, clad 
in broad-arrow stamp- 
eo garb. plying his 
pick within earshot of 
the lovers, And at 
the sound of Patty's 
laugh, the number 
ceaneal a’ moment to 
bend to and fro — 
ceased to ply his pick, 
and gazed intently at 
Patty and her swain ; 
then, under his breath, 
he swore a omighty 
oath — and listened. 
Just then Patty, turn. 
ing her head, met the 
convict’s gauze, 

She stared a moment 
and then shuddered, as 
she clung to her swect- 
heart’s arm. 

“Are you ill, dearest?” Lord Glasnairn asked, for she had 
turned deathly ypale—had gasped: eparmodically, and clapped her 
hand to her heart. A F 

For a moment she spoke not but stared vacantly at him, with a 
far-away look in her eves. 

“N-n-no!” she exclaimed, with a pause, “only T have come over 
giddy, and—and I wish you'd take me away, please—away from 
this dreadful place.” 

With tender solicitude he placed his arm around her, and they 
made their way along the narrow path up the slope inland, When 
they had almost reached the summit, they paused and turned, 
savtisd by a great rumbling —followed by a cry of agonised 

espair. 

The chalky smoke cleared away. and they saw what had hap- 
pened. A huge mass of loosened Jimestone had became detached, 
and thundered down the sheer face of the quarry, falling on and 
crushing the convict who had met Patty's gaze. 

The man who had become a number was once again a man, but 
not a living one. 

“Come away, darling, 
come away; it is too ter- 
rible for you to see,” said 
Glasnairn, for, strangely 
enough, Patty had ewiftly 
retraced her steps, and was 
eagerly asking the two 
convicts, who stood gazing 
aghast at the mass of 
limestone. and as much as 
they could see of the man 
beneath it: 

“Is he dead? — really 
quite dead?) Oh, please, do 


contrast the 


“Take me away, please.” 


Orushing the convict. 


The first shook his head 
and answered not; and 
the sccond of them 
replied sombrely, ‘ He's as 
dex as Queen Anne, lady,” 
Patty turned away, clasping 
her lover's arms, and, some- 
what to his surprise, there 
came as if irresistibly from 
her pallid lips a whispered 
gasping, * Thank God!” 

And a few days after. 
wards Patty read every line 
of the report of the inquest, 
also the supplemental para- 
graph stating that) the 
crushed — convict would 
have some time previously been released on ticket-of-leave, but 
for his repeatedly expressed determination to, on his release, 
strangle the girl with whom he had been living prior to his 
arrest, and whom he charged with having put him away, 


“Ts he dew?” 


HOW WE SHALL HAVE TO BUY. 


“And, George, don't forget to buy a few ponds of coals and 


bring them home in your bag.” 


%e% Miss Sloper will he delighted to receive photographs from those 


u her jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIBE’S FRIENDS. 


No, 308.—Miss DonotTny GRaNtuaMm, 


“Oh, what a wealth of loveliness is hers!" 
—The Dook Snook, 


“Fain would I know my fate, yet dare to test it!" 


—Lord Rob, 
“Only gaze on her face, ‘tis no wonder that she has aroused 
sucha maddening passion.” —The Hon, Billy, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A LITTLE SOCIAL CHAT IN THE PARK. 
“Dash me, if you don’t avree to what I say, FM punch yer 


bloumin’ ‘ed 1" bigamy. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


The interview having concluded—(“Oh, hang it all!” cried A. SLOPER’s Editor, 
who happened to look in at the moment he had commenced writing, “this won't do, 
you know, this won't do.” * And, pray, what won't do, my young frieml 7" asked A, 
S.orkn,calmly, laying down his pen. “Why,” cried the Editor, scratching his head 
in a worriet way, “the public won't stand it, you know—they look for an interview, 
and expect to get it.” “Look here, my young friend,” said A. Siorkr, “do you 
write the interviews or do 1?” “Well, if you ask me,” replicd the Editor, “it looks 
as if neither of us did; but—" “Sirrah!" thundered A. SLorkin—he always 
thunders “Sirrah” when rousel—“TI have none of your buts, nor hogsheads, nor 
burrels, nor casks, nor bottler, nor—unless you like to send out for a little something, 
aud [ will condescend to drink your health, and let bygones be bygones." But the 
Iolitor only scowled, buttonel up his coat, and folded his arms, The action was not 
lost on A. SLOPER, who continued, * Well, then, you will please allow me to proceed 
in my own sweet way.” The Editor was again about to protest. “Not another 
word,” cried A. SLOVRR, sternly. “© Young man, | don't wish to take drastic measures 
with the winter creeping on us, and coals at their present price, but, really, if you don't 


Captain, The captain's ship is his wife, dear, 
She, Then, if you marry me, youll commit 
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“At anyrate, I am marrying a sells, 
dear, Charles has bren te Oxford as) 
spent a thousand ayear there, He - 
things are so dear. DT suppose he mo 
schoolbooks.” — Extract yrom Lett 
Young Lada, 


id a ey 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE EMPEROR OF AUSTRIA. 


a 
Sora scone 


a 


SUPER scone 


immedi:tely hurry back to Shoe Lane and begin preparing my ‘CuristM as Hort: 
DAYS, which [intend shall surpass anything ever yet attempted in twopennorths, ! 
shall be under the regrettable necessity of looking out for another Edit “Try! 
erie! the Baitor, and vanist (1). Then A. SLOPER produced bis door- 
Mrs. Sloper insists upon it being of large size and weighty, for the Wreek we 
we Jateh-keys, necessitating her rising from her warm and downy cot 
at unearthly hours—bolted, barred, chained, and locked the front deer. 
—(2) The interview having concluded, ant A, SLOPE havin: 
aiexty in Hungarian wine, “ Now, Francis Joseph,” said he, “allow mer 
n with three articles of statnary asa souvenir of my visit; they are ly 
unl, Come! I left them in the hall, There! what yer think of ‘em, 
ph 2°—(3) “This is Austria about to throw off the German yolk. 
*S r’s History of the World! °"——14) “And here, as a compliment to your 
good kuly, we have Nimrod, the mighty ‘unter, [stood myself for the fizure, ant 
(3) © My wife for this—Diana, Pretty, ain't they? Nay, Drequire wo thanks 
Bless yoy! long may you reign! Farewell!” 


TAMMIE McPARRITCH RECEIVES A TONIC. 


(3) As he was descending, he remarkel, © That's the worst ° McNab, he will alminister 
his iron tonic befure Aw'm weel.” 
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aughby I2Ub crackers 


Vir Full Surg 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Another sparkling show this week, Ladies and Gentlemen—something warm and comforting, — price, upon my soul :— Pheasant shooting isnot, I hear, Very lively sport this year :—At cracking 
thoroughly appropriate for the present cold spell, No extra charge cither. The same old firm, ‘nautsthe youthful train Are perfect, but the folks complain :—The football fiend once more seta forth, 
Summer prices throughout the year. On we go :—Jim left his boots and took the book, And,aswe — Ile's now the rage both South and North.—Winter is approaching and, of course, it naturally follows 
se.then tok hia hook :—The Irish lag, the other day, Was treated ina shocking way:—These epeci> — that coal is going up by leaps and bounds, We are laying in astock of peppermint lozenges at “The 
mens of craft and art, We must confess are very smart :—Treand sie for houschold coal, A shocking — Sloperies,” Must keep warm somehow.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


Sir Pempous Mahistick, What I say is, that my pictures wonkl 
show to anyone that I was caventially # painter in water-, 
colours 

Spootles, Toa, old boy—and your nose wonld show to anyone 
that you were essentially @ painter in whisky-and-water-colours, 


Doggy Man. ‘Fre, laidy, yer shall ‘av this leetle dog for arf 
ice, He's across bret ‘un, Young Jnnocent. Oh, I wouldn't 
ve a cruas doggie. 1 waut a good-tempered one, 


“Don't forget the sweeper, sir.” “ Aw—no, my boy, I'l Had an awfal dream last night. Il been looking at my wife's fashion paper and dreamt that ; i 
remember you as long as I live.” there really were people like this, aud one of them bad married me.” “ Dere's a good old sort of chance, Aim straigl.t, ALLY.” 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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A MONSTER BOOM. 

Yrs. von are quite right, Quips ie a marvellous, a perfectly mar- 
villous h:'porth, We don’t wonder at the rush for it, we don't 
really; it's only the poor 
overworked stall we sym- 
pathise with, It's onething 
to publish a pauper, but it’s 
quite another to properly 
supply the increasing de- 
mand of a mighty populace, 
all mad to get a copy of the 
colussul ba‘penny story pa- 
per, whose fame is being 
noised in every quarter of 
the civilised world. But 
what would you? It’s only 
natural after all. When 
you come to get a paper, 
that for the totally insigni- 
ticant half d., gives you 
sixteen pages of bright 
rending, jokes, — stories, 
snecdotes, Verse, and three 
—only think of it—three 
serials, by popular writers, 
and then chucks in a gratis 
present te its readers, and 
two guinea prizes weekly ; 
why, what) wonder = that 
(uips is the gigantic suc. 
cuss itis! 9 e 

= 


Tuosr fincly developed 
ladies, kuown to fame as 
the Dzhomey Warriors, have shifted their quarters from the Crystal 
Paloce, snd the curious may now gaze upon all their dusky beauty 
ot the Oxford, where a fucsimile of one of their native villages is 
thrown open. The gallant Amazons should enhance a programme 
of exceeding excellence, ae 

s 

A NeW journal, called Temperance, has made its appearance. 
Strangely Gnough, A. SLOPER has not yet been asked to contribute 
anarticle to its pages, *° 


It is stated that a Parisian canine has developed a partiality for 
firewood, whieh he devours with much gusto, and to the apparent 
hon-impairment of his internal organization, From all of which 
we opine that the Gay City does not mean to be without its Big 
Goose berry story, anyhow, ° 


At a Beauty Show held in Austria the other day there were 
three hundred competitors, quite half of whom averaged over 
forty years, The 
winner of the third 
prize waa, in’ fact, a 
woman of forty-two, 
Austrian) beauty must 
be far better preserved 
than home produce, 
Rarely do we find in 
this country a woman 
who retains her good 
looks over forty years, 
A third -clasa - prize 
beauty at forty-two 
would, in fact, be 
almost 2 phenomenon 
in England, 

22 


* 

THe statement that 
the Ball's Pond Ban- 
ditti are shortly to be 
disbanded is nothing 
more nor less than a 
vile calumny. At no 
time, perhaps, have 
the affairs of the ruth. 
less gang been in a 
more tiourishing con- 
dition, and readers of 
Larks! have only to 
glance at the front 
Inge of that shining ha'porth weekly to discover that their deeds 
of daring are as harrowing as of yore. 

s 


THE once invincible John Roberts has had to curl up in his shell 
at last, knocked out of time by an individual upon whotn he pro- 
fessed to look with a certain amount of contempt. Frank Ives 
has beaten the great master almost at his own game. However 
much American billiards differ from that generally played in the 
old country, Frank gave as much as he took. Only SLOPER 
remains to uphold the reputation of his country, should he—but 
we must not anticipate, ae 

s 


SHOOTING varies in many ways, Before the 29th prox., shooting 
partridges was a popular pastime. On that day shooting the meon 
was prevalent, whilst the present month is noted for shooting stars. 

ss 


s 

Bravo, Mr. Pettitt! Bravo, Sir Gus.! By putting your two 
clever hends together, you have managed to evolve a drama which 
cannot but 
prove a big 
financial suc- 
cess, but 
which must 
unq uestion- 
ably take 
first rank 
amongall the 
Drury Lane 
nutumnal 
productions, 
and revive 
the prertice 
of the oft- 
decried 
melo-drama, 
But notalone 
does A Life 
of Pleasure 
deserve — fa- 
vourable 
comnment as 
a play, but 
the mount- 
ing and 
scenery 
beautiful and 
perfect in de- 
tail and local 
colour as it 
is, must 
evoke the 
warmest admiration of all_who witness this eapital work, The 
representation of Boulter’s Lock and the vestibule of the Empire 
are veritable masterpieces, whilst the much-talked-of battle scene 
will be the wonder of the thousands who will tiock to see tlie great 
production, 
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MUvUsIc-HALL managers are at present beaming. Everything 
seems to be workiug in their favour, Out-door recreation no longer 
attracts the public; and, 
consequently, exhibitions 
and such like places of 
Amusemcnt are almost des- 
erted. Business at the Royal 
Music-hall is just about as 
brisk as it possibly could be, 
a result chietly due to the 
excellence of the programme, 
Andaright royal progranime 
it is,and no mistake. Star 
artistes are us plentiful as 
ele ina Christmas pud- 

ing. The following are the 
names of a few of the per- 
formers: Herbert Campbell. 
Charles Bignell, the Selbini 
Troupe, Ada Blanche and 
Peggy Pryde, Le 


* 

THE Mildewed Mudbank 
has this day been pleased to 
confer the Award of Merit” 
upon MAJon TYLER, because 
he knows how to manage an 
exhibition, “ Veyther,” lisped 
the Azure-Eyed, “ you've 
certainly dropped ou a de- 
servin’ case this time, and no 
error. What with his long 
experience at the Royal, and 
the way ‘e ‘as looked after Old Paris and the Pastecl at Hurts 
Court, what the Major don't know about bossin’ shows ain't worth 
learnin’.” And, for once ina way, the Agéd concurred in Alex- 
andry’s remarks, and father and son went out arm in arm fora 
morning pick-me-up, Par 

s 


It is wholly untrue that the members of the Rall’s Pond Ban. 
ditti have been appealing for subscriptions. — All the appealing 
towards the support of their desperate brotherhood Captain 
Bloodwing and his pitiless associstes do is done with a loaded 
piste and how successful are their exploits all readers of that 

uge and sterling comic, Larks! are fully aware. 

*-* 
s 

THE Special World’s Number of the Paper Maker, one of our 
leading trades newspapers, by-the-by, reflects great credit upon its 
proprietors, It is just about as ood as they make em nowadays, 
and is calculated to make the hair of rival cditers curl with envy. 

nd 


ALTHOUGH nearly in the middle of October, the pheasant, as 
far as the London market is concerned, is ouly Conspicuous by its 
absence. Whether a \ 
most blime at. 
taches itself to the 
sportsman or the 
bird itself it is dini- 
cult to surmise, 
although = rumour 
has it that phesa- 
fants are scarce— 
so, for the matter 
of that, are good 
shots, The tough, 
hardy sportsmen of 
the past have been 
superseded by a 
class which, how- 
ever fin de siéele it 
may be as far as 
nttire is concerned, 
is certainly alto- 
gether out of it 
when it comes to 
marksmanship. 
Pheasunts are, 
therefore, — practi- 
cally safe, and fear 
agunaboutas much a q 
as a London street vy i 

| 


ie 
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urchin does a 
policeman. Under 
the circumstances, it would, perhaps, be as well to leave our up-to- 
date sportsmen severely alone. “7 


AN enormous swarm of lecusts obscured the sun for over three 
hours at a place called Souh-el-Arba, near the Algerian frontier. 
We know those locusts—they always turn up somewhere about this 
time of year. Their regularity is simply wonderful, 


se 
BustneEss, so far as our theatres are concerned, is brightening 
up considerably. The bookings at the Shaftesbury Theatre are 
about unprecedented, and Moereeco ound may be written down 
as one of the most successful light operas produced in London 
for many years past. *,* 


On Monday last, the Trocadero again threw open its doors, 
which, soon after the death of the lamented Sam Adams, were 
closed for reasons not wholly unconnected with an unsatisfactory 
balance at the bank. Mr. Hugh J. Didcott is the new manager, 
a fact which should assure the cozy Troc, of a successful career ; 
for what this popular agent doesn’t know about the music-hall 
world is of little value to anyone. | 


*, “. 
BaD news, ye Dudes and Johnnies, bad news! Ermine, seal, and 
the correct winter wear for 


the almost priceless sable are to 
ladies this year—the three most costly 
furs which that autocratic matron, 
usually known as Dame Fashion, 
could pomibly have selected. What, 
too, with the enhanced price of 
broughams, diamonds and other little 
luxuries, beloved of the fair darlings 
of the chorus and ballet, the outlook 
for the masher is like the lot of the 
peeler—not a happy, one! 


THE Hon. Billy 1s not a little hurt 
that his exhaustive treatise, entitled 
“ The Hygienic Properties of the Bath 
Bun,” has met with an unfavourable 
reception at Larks! office. To the 
myriad subscribers of that mammoth 
ha‘j“orth the intelligence will, we 
inuugine, be somewha tmore welcome, 


s 

By the death of poor old David 
James, another familiar face has been 
taken from our midst. Everyone that 
knew David loved him,as they could 
not well help doing. and a more kind- 
hearted, genial individual never ex- 
isted. No poverty-stricken actor ever 
appealed to him in vain, and no 
beggar of any description was ever 
turned empty-handed from his dcor, 
David, in his palmiest days, made a 
Jot of money on the stage, he there. 
fore leaves behind him a considerable fortune as well as an ex- 
cellent reputation, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A OALENDABR POL THE WEEK ENDING 218T OcTONER, 1593. 
— — r 
15th October, 1675.—Evelyn says, under this date: «| 
An catreme cold, such os was afterwards so epidemical ss not 
to attect us in this island, but was rife over all Europe, | 
plague. It was after an exceedingly dry summer and aut 


wn 
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16th October, 1839.—A nian was sentenced at Wo, 
Quarter Sessions on this day to three months’ hard dab. 
having obtained board and lodging by false pretences, {): 
he went to several hotels in Worcester and Malvern, reste; 
himself to be Mr. George Augustus Sala. He said he was: 
comical fellow, and would give the hotel-keepers good netic. 
book he was writing. His luggage consisted of a dog-whip, 
table, a cucumber in brown poper,and a hamper of ve bie. 
said he had a grand house in London, and had dined with bu 
and Thackeray, He now denied any intention to defraud, but - 
he had been driven to it by drink aud domestic trouble. 


i ae a ene <n ere 
17th October, 1889.—A newspaper, of this date, say. 

was surely one of the oddest of mishaps at a wedding whic), 
reported from Chislehurst. It is stated that the wedding party | 
returned from church, where everything had gone smoot! 
things inatrimonial ought, when it was discovered that the oli: 
man had omitted the words, ‘With this ring 1 thee wed; wit! 
my worldly goods I thee endow.’ The bridegroom had, in coy... 
quence, not undertaken tie most serious of his obligations, sy) +) 

bride was without her wedding rivg. It was in the middle of : 

wedding breakfast the omission was called to mind, and the part 

hurried back to chureh, and were practically twice married. iyo: 
day—that is to say, if the first rite really was a marriage, whi | 
may be 2 moot point.” 


——————————————————— eee 

18th October, 1644.—The White Hart.in North Hanipshir., 
is associated with the fortunes of Charles 1. iu his approach tov sir. 
Newbury. There are notices to the effect that, coming from s:)).. 
bury, he located at the White Hart, Andover, now the hotel e.!!.'! 
the Star and Garter, on the above date. On the 19th he journey: | 
to Whitchurch, and went to the White Hart, and slept atu 
Brooke's two nights, This was at the Priory, the residence. «: 
Mr. Thomas Brooke, who now occupies a tomb beneath a brass 1) 
the adjoining church, It appears that the King “tue diner i) 
the ficld.” and, on the 2)st, he went on to Kingsclere, and sojouri | 
with a Mr. Towers. 


 E———————— ee 
19th October, 1829.—Moore, in his diary of this dit. 
writes: “Louis XVIIL.'s cook said tohis royal master’s physici 
on the latter expostulating with him on the high seasoning of son: 
of his dishes: ‘AL le medegin, c'est a moi de faire manger » 
Majeste : c'est a cous dele faire digérers” : 


20th October, 1870.—William Michael Bidlte, the Kuz. 


composer, died this day, aged sixty-two, 


21st October, 18S9.—At the Leeds Quarter Sessions, th. 
day, Thomas Burke. aliaz Michael Tansey, was) charged with 
breaking out of Armley Gaol on May 20th, 1871. Prisoner wi. 
evntenced on April 2ist, N71, to seven years’ imprisonment. for 
larceny, and sent to Armley on May 23th. Next morning, when 
the wardér visited his ecll, he found that the prisoner had exeape: 
The woodwork was cut and the lock damaged, and prisoner hu 
taken some gas-piping with him. Ie got on to the top landir 
and through the roof. damaging the slates, He then made his way 
to the prison wall, put the gas-piping on the coping stone, tied 4 
rope to the piping. and thus let himself down a distance of twent:. 
five feet. Prisoner has since been in Neweastle, where he bo 
borne a fairly good character. The Recorder passed a sentence: 
three months’ hard labour, in addition to the sentence which |. 
had to complete, 


DYING GAME. 
WHEN spring was tied, and summer dead, 
"Twas hot more sure that autumn came 
Than that Randizzio northward sped 
Where, with herculean frame, 
Ve tramped the moors for miles around, 
And felled the fowl with faultless aii ; 
For still the bold Randizzio found 
Delight in dying game. 


Tut to our friend in "Ninety-three 
That deadshot sportsman Azriel came. 
O’er an o'erhanging boulder he 
Kell far, and crushed his frame. 
Yet there, when found, his harrowing pain 
No moan did to our cars prochim., 
He took what he had always ta’en— 
Delight in dying game! 


—_—_—_———_ 


AT THE MEET. 

IT was the meet at Cropper's Gate, hard by the Southdown. 
And, what the Field would call “a large and fashionable compsn 
was gathered there. The hunters, tails and cars ereet, cham 
their bits and pawed the ground, and the hounds, sick of lons con 
finement to kennels and a diet of parboiled horse, snuticd tor 


Dut the game was not yet won. é 
rely upon personal charms of an ethereal, delicate order that te 
lightest zephyr might almost blow away, and, three minute> after 
she had siden her preference for him, found young Smith 
Huteh, the perspiration pouring off him, the veins of his forchew: 
greatly distended, and his whole body quivering with miwont | 
exertion, but’ Edwina still on terra firma, and seemingly with ts 
immediate prospect of leaving it. With a look of haughty con: 
tempt, she motioned the eer crestfallen fellow away, and = ° 
to the previously slighted William Brown-Whilf to approach, 3 
xmile—a cruel smile—of conscious ability flashed o'er the manly fs 
of the young Hercules, as, taking a firm hold of her foot, he Lifted ts 
into the air, and deposited her—not on the saddle of the appretet: 
sively expectant flea-bitten grey—but on the cold, cold ground © 
the other side of it, with a thud that was felt throughout the met 
diate vicinity. can eee 
Nenry Smith-Tntch and William Brown-Whiff are rivals t> 
longer ; they spend their spare time in consoling exch other ent 
loss of the ill-starred Edwina, who has plumped her substsn 
self and her almost as substantial fortune on to the fortum: 
Samuel Winterbotham Tuzg, who happened to be at Cropt 
Gate on that October morniug in charge of aroomy and discus: ~ * 
sath chair, with deliciously soft cushions. 


—- 
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Saturday, October 14, 1893. 
THE PLAY'S THE THING—ONCE MORE! 


Now nro 
theatre. 
people 
glad 

That = de- 
proton ; 
ong and 


sad, 
Gives hopeful 
signs of 
vanishing 
ut last. 
Yor many 
varied 
shows 
Now be- 
token to 
our pro's 
That the 
theatre 
season 
now is 
in full 
blast. 


And many a 
shrewd 
lessee 


a ae 


2 - 03% 
Ce mre 


Who could not make £ ¢. d. 

Howe'er he tried—vea, e’en from early spring— 
Now doth cease, with heart of grace, 
From o'er.“ papering ” his place, 

Fora promising playhouse season's in full ewing. 
And the critic now doth start, 
Either prating of “hizh art” 

Or (if he’s honest) making pro.’s incensed, 
ff he dares to speak his mind 
He of course contempt will tind, 

Now once more the theatre season has commenced, 


HIS FORTUNE. 

sii was his. Jessies Etheldra Thickletitter was his: and, as 
the proud yeung fellow stood there in all the bright tlush of con. 
coest, hopelessly ruining the fair girl's best evening “make-up " 
sith theardour of his salutes, he felt that he was draining the cup 
oo bliss to the dregs, 

v the winsome maiden broke from his arms. 
nald,” she said, tremulously, “there is papa to be asked ; 
lave southourht of papa?” 

er words recalled her lover to himself. 


But he did not quail. 


sock him now,” 

“Then you haven't 
fer to walk, yous 
masmosaid oa geuay 
voice behind him; and 
there, in che doorway, 
soodthe portly figure 
ot Jessie’s stern 
mrent, eyeing him 
with am expression 
that caused Reginald’s 
hot to sink like a 
Britt omian-o war, 

Tut, with the cour. 
vv of desperation, he 
ateed the enemy. 

~ sir, he stummered, 
“1-1 lov 
luachter, DPeaanot— 
snot live without 


tt | 
young man,” sid the old gentleman, witheringly. “ But why boast 
oF Vout misertble impecuniosity 2” 
Int the snecr fell unheeded upon the ears of the eager lover. 
“You will not refuse her to me, sir?” he pleaded. 
“Pah!” said the old man, shortly. ‘What right have you to 
k to Jessica, an heiress, of love?) Confound it, sir! you're 


1 ing but a miserable fortune-hunter. What income have youl” 

“IL have a few hundreds,” stummered Reginald. timidly, 

Few hundreds—bah !—what is that?) Have you no expecta- 
tious—nothing to warrant your presumption?” asked the old 
chap, With his hand on the bell. 

At that moment a bright thought flashed like lightning into 
Rexinald’s brain, “Stay, sir,” he said quickly ; “1 have but little 
moucy, no intluence or expectations, I admit, but—Z hare over sive 
tun of Wallsend in my back coal-cellar.” 

Jessica's parent gasped, Then he stretched out both hands in 
welcome,“ My dear boy,” he said, heartily, “why—why did vou 
not tell me this before ? Why attempt, when fortune has smiled 
upon you so brightly, to keep your huge wealth secret?) But you 
want Jessica, Well, in your position, you might have looked 
hither ; but you love each other, so take her, my Iad,and be happy, 
There, kneel; that's right, bless you, my children, bless you!” 


’ 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
ALLIE AMURATH,. 


=F A BONNIE wee lark is mine: 
( 
AES 


And sweet are the songs it sings 
ete 
* Sees? 


od 


me, 
And great is the joy it brings me, 
And often, when anguish wrings 


me 

1 list'to its lay divine, 
Till my troubled heart grows calm, 
As if soothed with Gilead balm. 


I keep my lark confincd — [me 
Ing cage, where it still may weave 
Its lyrics ; for, oh ! "twould grieve 


me [me, 

If my beantiful pet should leave 

And away on the wanton wind 

Should wing its flight from earth 

To the land where its lays had 
birth. 


A lovable lark is ours— 
A feminine lark so sprightly, 
Who to many admirers nightly 
Lusciously gings, and lightly, 
With her rare = concentual 
powers, 
For never a sweeter tongue 
Thau hers under heaven has sung. 


And we fain ina cage would keep 
This precious melodious treasure, 
That aye ehe might yield us 

pleasure ; 
Kut we dare not. And so with a measure 

Of sorrow we soon shall weep 
When Miss Amurath soars frum earth 
Tu the heaven that has given her birth! 


O oe AS 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_—_~— 


Write Rock RatuHa, HASTINGS, September 25th, 1893. 
DrAaR ALLY,—I have to gratefully thank you for your very kind 
gift of your “ Award of Merit” to au old man. 
Yours faithfully, F, E. BECKWITIL 
(Professor of Swimming), 
EEN iaaneanEaREER 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 

No. 187.—I[k UNWITTINGLY Coacnks AN ACTOR, 
ON: morn at Court Mildew a stranger appeared, 
With a Merlin-like look and a white flowing beard, 
And he said to Dame Sloper in silvery tones, 

“Oh, my purse it is plump, snd my name it i4 Bones, 
And Pm yearning for peace in my mellow old age, 
So your second tloor back 1 would gladly engage!” 


Now the Eminent’s wife has a nose for the oof, 

And the Eminent’s wife has a talent for spoof ; 

Seat once to the worthy old man she explained 

That the Goddess of Peace in her demicile reizned, 

Nor confessed that five men, ‘neath the clatter and elack 
Of her twins, had dropped dead in her second tloor back ! 


So the sage in her residence made his abode, 

And a sndden, strange liking for SLorer he showed, 
And, albeit his digzings, for uprosr and din, 

Was a wild Colney Hatch with a Bedlam thrown in, 
Yet he said, “ 'm-so fond of old ALLY "—snid he— 
“That Fil stick in his house, though so noisy it be!" 


So the Wreck and his lodger together went out 

Dav by day, and like princes they jaunted about, 

And they jinked and slakewallowed wherever they went, 
Yet it cost the old Eminent never a cent ; 

For the lodger insisted (thoneh need there was not 

Of énsixting) on poying for all that they got. 


But, alas! how the face of A. SLOPER crew red 

With deep shame, when one morning the pitriarch said, 
“T must leave you, mv boy, Lhave finished my tusk.” 
Then divested himself of a beard aud a mask ! 

And the ck was ostonnded before him to see 
Herbert Beerboim, Esquire, which his name it is Tree ! 


“What's the meaning of this?” said the Mound in dismay, 
And the Haymarket star murmured lightly, * A play 
Called The Tempter has lately been written, you see, 

And the title-rd/e’s now being taken by me.” 

“Very true” quoth ALS. “bat what's that got to do 

With this infamous fraud that’s been practised by you?” 


Anawered Herbert: “T felt that, ere taking the part 
OF the Devil, [ really must learn, for a etart, 
Something more of his habits and customs ; and since 
J don't know where to find Pandemonium’s Prince, 
Ive been artfully gleaning a notion of what 

He is like, from the nearvat relation he's gut ” 


Ewery Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


99 SHOS LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


PLEASANTRY ILL-TIMED. 

[A coroner's joke about an unfortunate man inte whose death he was inquiring, 
lately gave considerable pain to the deceased's relatives, aud formed the subject 
of a cumplaint in the newspapers. ] 

Ort have I marked how the casual jest 
Of a magistrate, bland on his bench, 
Has harrowed still further the agonised breast 
Of some trembling delinquent, depressed and distressed, 
And has given the heart that pre tem, was possessed 
sy contrition, a pitiful wrench, 


LT have heard a plump advocate laughinely jeer, 
With a sort of demoniac glee, 

At some slip of a girl who, with fast-flowing tear, 

Jn the witness-box stood, ‘neath a frenzy of fear, 

Aud his bragzart bad taste has impelled me to sneer, 
“Oh, what brutes these bold barristers be!” 


Yet the Buzfaz who quips, and the humorous “ beak ” 
(Though their ieee may at times be ill-bred), 

Cannot greatly be blamed if their wit takes a freak ; 

But in terms of severest reproof | would speak 

To those “limbs of the law” who occasion must seek 
To work off their small jokes on the dead | 


So oft with grim death has the coroner met, 
That his heart very callous has grown ; 
But the coroner surely should never forget 
How his blood would grow hot, and his cheeks become wet, 
If some stranger should jest, without ruth or regret, 
On a loved one, laid dead, of his own! 


——~———— 


DEDUCTIONS. 

Mrs. Canter. Lam very muchafraid that Mr. Conshense is going 
wrons, and that he is drifting down that broad path which leadeth 
to—— 

Rer, Mr. Canter (who docan't care about his orn verbal hash 
rechauffé), What makes you think so? : 

Mrs, Canter, Why, when he tirst_ came to sit under you he used 
to put ashilling in the plate, then he rose to half a crown, while 
last night 1 noticed that he slipped in half a sovereign. 


—_—_>—_—_—_ 


SMART, INDEED! 


AT the recent Conference of Journalists some wonderful experi- 
enees were, ce officio, related, among others a go-whead young 
Manchester journalist told an adnsiring crowd a rather tall anec- 
dote about going to press smartly, and then a London journalist 
spoke up. “The smartest thing | cver saw,” said he, “was tho 
other morning going home about six o'clock. 1 passecla tire just 
as the engines came up, and when I reached home I found the 
Inily Graphic in the hall, with a half-page illustration of the con- 
ilagration,’ 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


How to Prevent your Barber from Chattering during the Opera- 
tion : Shave yourself. 

“Binns of a feather flock tozether,” as the railway passenger 
said when he saw that eight peuple in a siugle compartment were 
reading Larks! 

Back Numbers: 9, 8. 7, 6.5, 4, 3, 2, 1. 

THE countryman’s cry, “1 don't like Lon‘on!” is always with- 
drawn when he sees EK. J. L.'s lively burlesque acting. 

AFTER-THOUGHTS: The author sitting at his desk and ecratch- 
ing his head. : 

SLOPER, having heard of “Percy's Relics,” is advertising for 
Percy’s address, Wauts to prosecute him for infringing the Slope- 
rian copyright. 
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A ROMANCE OF THE “LAUGHING SAL.” 


(A TALE oF THE CALM CANAL.) 


CHAPTER V. 
CAPTAIN JOSIAH BRADLEY blushed when he heard the etate- 
ment that the baby he carried was a girl baby and neta boy baby 


“Take charge of the kid.” 


as he had imagined, and the knowledge that he knew so little con- 
vinced him more than ever that he was untitted: single-handed to 
tackle the problem of training the child inthe way it shod go, 
His mistake emboldened him in making the request: be had cer. 
mined on, however, and he at once said : 

“PT want you, Mary, to take charge of the kid.” 

“My Mary take charge of other folk’s hiris?) That is rmither a 
good one, now, ain't it?) Think my Mary has nothing ele tu do 
than to start an orphan justitution 2” 

“Wall, ye see. me ina kind of a fix, DT would like to bein ope 
the baby myself, but Taint cut out for it,” suid) Mr. Bravibes, an! 
I thought Mary might do it. Of course I'd pay for its keep.” 

“Can't be done, Josiah Bradley ; it cant be doae. It world 
make the neighbours talk ifa young woman were to keep a baby 
which wasn't hers, You'll have to send it to the workhouse.” 

“No, poor thing, don't send it to the workhouse. How would 
you like to be sent to the workhoure 2” said Mary, 

“Wall, when I go there,” said Mr. Bradley, “it won't be into the 
children’s divi- 
sion Fil be put, 
I'm rather tue 
old for that.” 

“Willyoukee 
the baby, Mary? 
eid Josiah, ape 
pealingly, 

“fd lke te 
try,” said Mary, 
us she took the 
child in herarms 
and kissed it aa 
shesiuwthesmila 
which lit up its 
face, “AMC any. 
rate, you can't 
keep it, and 
youd better 
leave it here tH 
you can make 
other — arrange- 
ments.” 

“Thank you, 
Mary,” said 
Josiah; incl 
here's some cush 
to buy things for 
the = markis-— 
marehiuness, I 
Mary and the Baby. mie; n,” 

“There's too 

“Baby ain't an elephant, and wow't want 

Besides, Pll make ‘em wyselt, and so save 


much there,” said Mary. 
a whole draper'’s shop, 
some of your money.” 

“ Don't you expect tho child's parents will come along and claim 
it?” said Mr. Somers. 

“ Bless you!” said Josiah, “they never do. It's against all pre- 
cedent. Wicked uncles and such-like trash never own up that 
they’ve doue wrong till they’re forced to, and are confronted with 
the strawberry mark upon the kid's arm.” 

“Oh! don't they?” said Mr, Somers, with a bewildered air. 

“No, they never do,” said Mary, as she recognised Joxiah's 
romantic notions. “ They didn't do it in the‘ Babes in the Wood. ” 

“Never read the ‘Babes in the Wood,'” said Captain Bradicy, 
“but it’s good of you to help me out, Mary.” 

“Don’t speak of it,” said Laer, “and don’t be like the wicked 
uncles, Be sure and look in to see the baby.” 

Two minutes later and the captain was on board the Langhing 
Sal, and the tow-horse was sweeping along gallantly at two and a 
half knots an hour, 
while Captain Josiah 
Bradley was waving 
his handkerchief. 

“Rum ‘un, Josh 
Bradley,” remarked 
Mr. Somers, as he pro- 
ceeded to open the 
lock for another barge 
which had arrived. 

“Good soul!” said 
Mary, as she walked 
into the little cottage 
where she and her 
father dwelt.“ There's 
not many canal boat. 
men would beas good- 
hearted as keep other 
folk’s babies, and he 
deservesto be helped.’ 

And so0 Mary 
Somers proceeded to 
wash the baby, and 
to make it as near 
like a little = mar- 
chioness as it was pos. 
sible for a child res- 
cued froma canal 
could be. Who will 
dare to say that ro- 
mantic thoughts did 
not i through her 
min ; a the ae 
time e, too, hac 

reade’ 


Waving his hantkeret icf. 


becn a r of the penny novelette, in which the path to the 
altar led by many strange ways, and though none of these had 
started with the finding of a baby, it might be that this was a 


novelty constructed for her special benefit. 
(To be continued next week.) 
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THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


ew 
No. 329.—Pnor. F. BECKWITH, F.0.S. 
“Is a dab at swimming. From which, it may be assumed, 


that he can swim like a Dab, fish—see it? You must 
exctise our humour, We're taken that way sometimes, Is 
frequently calle! the pioneer of the art, as far as England is 
concerne!, Nobody better deserving of the title. Was slants 
fond of the water. Bint was brought up as an infant upon mil 
Probably owes his liking for aqua pura to that fact. Family 
milkinan to blame. No bothering Excise Inspectors then. Aud 
more pumys, Our hero took his first real plunge. In the water- 
but. By accident, Save himself from drowning by great 
heroism. And clinging hold of the rim. Further experiments 
in local duck-pond, Marle the ducks jealous, With the exhi- 
bition of his grace aml ability. Determinel to go in for 
natation thoroughly. Took chcap excursion to Margate anil 
astonished the natives, Got cocky. Advertise! to beat all 
comers, Did it, Proclaimed champion and held his own for 
yore, Married. Brought up large and interesting family. 

‘aught ‘em all to swim. All retiect credit on master. Chiefly 
because he’s a veteran ewimmer he was created F.0.S., and the 
“Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him September 23rd, 1893. 
—Debrett Improved. 


Ub + top t , 
Faeleon Toe ay 
nS 


ie 
} ine 
I "pS % 


Showing how that earnest missionary, the Rev. McSavory, 
dined, in a certain sense, with the Tiddly-hi-ti Islanders, 


“Say. old man, why does your har resemble the crowd at the 
seaside?” “Duut kuow.” “Cause it's thinning rapidly just 
now—eeu?" 


Fair Margaret. D'you [know, when Isang that thing in D,I 


was half dead with nervousness 


? 
Wicked Une. Hm! Nearly “D"-funked, in fact te 


Londvn : Printed at the Camden Pres, 110 High Street, N.W, and Dublished 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SIXPENN'ORTH OF GENTILITY. 


Sully, Oh! I say, what a bluomiu’ tort! 


Billy. Tasty, ain't it? Just dreppel across a fortune, A tanner, all in silver. Fuurpence tor the tile, a 


peuny whiff, and » stiver for a shave, aud there you ure, duu’t you know, 


SCIENCE FOR 


(1) Mr, Piffer, What? thinking of getting the chinmey swept because it smokes ? 
—eh, my dear? Pooh! can’t have a beast of asweep coming here and spoiling 
everything in the room with soot. You leave it tome! I'll show you how to do it 
on scientific principles, See ?——(2) “No ramming a hair-brushing machine and a 
cartload of gaspipes up the chimney for me! A simple horse-pistol, with a double 
charge of blasting-powder is all 1 reyuire."——(3) “Concussiun, you see! That's 


TO BE SEEN DAILY. 


Comparisons are odious ; but still, where is the difference ? 


wert 


THE 


by the Provriewr, GILUENT DALZALL, at “The Sivpertes,” 99 Shue Lane, Fleet Street, E.C—Saturday, October 14, 1893. 


[Saturday, October 14, 1893, 


’ AY 


Things more ‘aman ips this appear in (nips 


ae 
TRUSTFUL. 
Candidate, In applying, sir, for the position of tru-t 
as advertisel, I beg to submit a testimonial fromm, 
present clergyman, 
Boss. NWum—m—very pretty. Yon don't happen to 
have one frum yuur late landlady, I suppose ? 


HOUSEHOLD. 


——_~ 


the power I iutend to employ. How mighty is the intellect of man, which compels 
the blind forces of Nature to serve him! Now, observe! 1 pull the trigger—aul 
—1(4) Bang! “Ugh! ugh !—urghk!" drs. P. Lawkamussy! Drat the fol 

(5). “I'll pay you out for this, you booby! Take that! Sec what you've dene? 


‘Take a good sniff! There's ‘concussion’ for you!" [Pigler has now resoleed ly Jue 
his “ mighty intellect” @ rest and have the chimneys sucpt in the old way in Julures 


SLOPER'S KISSED. 
— THE FASHIONS. 


Ernestine, Flossie determines to be up to date, 


